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over both these gentlemen( from London. She was Glastonbury-
born. Too drunk at first for it to occur to her to make use of
this advantage she suddenly began to feel, as she became simul-
taneously more sober and more disgusted, that nothing would in-
duce her, nothing, to spend 6ia short time" in that house alone
with Mr. Robinson. But how to escape? For it was becoming
clear that Young Tewsy, softened by the transference of half a
crown from the pocket of Red's holiday trousers to that of his
own workhouse trousers, was yielding a little. An inspiration
seized her. She turned boldly to Young Tewsy and demanded to
be taken at once into the presence of his mistress!
Red's eyes opened wide. Young Tewsy's eyes, on the contrary,
screwed themselves up into little points of confused amusement.
He hesitated for a moment, looking from one to the other.
"The gentleman must wait, then," he mumbled. " 'Ee must
wait just where 'ee his, till I brings yer back 'ere."
Mr. Robinson's imagination instantaneously pictured a warm,
brightly lit bedroom, free from the intrusion of British States-
men, and blessed, so to speak, especially for his delectation, by
the high priestess of lascivious delights.
"High'll wait with pleasure," he cried eagerly, thinking to him-
self, "She can't charge more than five shillings." "You go with
'im, sweet'eart," he said, "honely don't be long!"
There was evidently an entrance from the one house to the
other, for Young Tewsy now proceeded to escort the lady up the
unpromising flight of stairs which loomed dismally in front of
them.
Red Robinson set himself -.0 wait.
He waited excitedly for ten minutes, hopefully for ten min-
utes, patiently for a quarter of an hour. Then he began to expe-
rience extreme dismay. He cautiously ascended the dismal stairs
to the first landing.
Here he found an uncurtained window, looking out, across the
slams of Glastonbury, towards the eastern horizon. It was an
extremely gloomy evening; but the background of the view now
angrily stared at by Mr. Robinson was filled by the massive and
noble up-rising of St. John's Tower. And Red Robinson set him-
self to curse this lower. He cursed the men who made it, who